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Ovet* the slippery wreck
Of the Long Serpent's deck
Sweeps Eric with hardly a check;
His lips with anger are pale.
He hews with his axe at the mast.
Till it falls, with the sails overcast.
Like a snow-covered pine in the vast
Dim forests of Orkadale.
Seeking King Olaf then
He rushes aft \vith his men,
As a. hunter into the den
Of the bear, when he stands at bay.
'Remember Jarl Hakon,' he cries;
When lo! on his wondering eyes,
Two kingly figures arise:
Two Olafs in warlike array!
Then KLolbiorn speaks in the ear
Of King Olaf a word of cheer,
In a whisper that none may hear.
With a smile on his tremulous lip.
Two shields raised high in the air,
Two flashes of golden hair,
Two scarlet meteors' glare,
And both have leaped from the ship.
Earl Eric's men in the boats
Seize Kolbiorn's shield as it floats,
And cry, from their hairy throats,
'See! it is Olaf the King!'
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